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The night is red and loud; the choir-hoys
Sing softly ghostly vespers of desire.

What dark and terrible shadow is swaying in the wind?
An agitator and two thieves are swaying in the wind.

Autumn, 1939

The beech boles whiten in the swollen stream;
Their red leaves, shaken from the creaking boughs,
Float down the flooded meadow, half in dream,
Seen in a mirror cracked by broken vows,

Water-logged, slower, deeper, swirling down
Between the indifferent hills who also saw
Old jaundiced knights jog listlessly to town
To fight for love in some unreal war.

Black leaves are piled against the roaring weir;
Dark closes round the manor and the hut;
The dead knight moulders on his rotting bier,
And one by one the warped old casements shut.

All Day. it has Rained

All day it has rained, and we on the edge of the moors
Have sprawled in our bell-tents, moody and dull as

boors,
Groundsheets and blankets spread on the muddy

ground.

And from the first grey wakening we have found
No refuge from the skirmishing fine rain
And the wind that made the bell-tents heave and flap
And the taut wet guy ropes ravel out and snap.